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For Lordcs, to morrowis a bufie day. Extant. 

Enter Richmondryith theLvrdetgffc.y 
Rich. The wearie Tonne hath made a golden (cte, 

And by the bright tracke of hisfierie Carre, - . . .. 

Giucsfignallofa goodlie day to morrow. 

Where is Sir William Brandon, he lliall bcare my (landcrd. 
The Earle ofPembr-oke keepc his regiment^ .-.it: : 

Good captaine Blunt.beare my gbocl nightto hitft, 

And by the focondhoure in the morning, 

Dcfire the Earle to fee me in my tent. 

Yet one thing more,good Blunt before thou goeft; 

Where is Lord Staijlie quartetd,doeft thou know. 

Blunt. Vnlefie I haue millanehis coulcrsmuch, 

Which well / am aflur’d,/haue not done, 

Hisiegimentjlies halfea mile at leaft, 

South from the mightie power of the king, 

Rich, /fwithoiitperrill it be pofliblej : 

Good captaine Blunt bcare my good night to'him, 

And giuehim from me, this moil need c full fcrowle. ' 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord,llc vndertakc it. 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me Tome inke, and paper, in my tent, 

1 lc dra we the forme, and modle ofour battel, 

Limiteachleadertohisfcuerallchargc, i d : • . A -T 

And part in iufl proportion our fmalHJrcngth, 

Come } lct vs confult vpon to morrowes bufincs, 

In to our tent, the aireas raweand cold. 

Entefking Richard^ Nwff. Ratcliffi 

\]C(Ue{bie T grc.. 

K ng. Whatisaclocke.’ n : ’ 

Cat. It is fixe ofdocke, full fupper time. 

King. I will not fop to night, giue me fomc inke and paper, 
What ? is my beudr eafidr then it was?, * ^ \ T- j 1 - . 

Andallmyannourlaidintounytcht^ • j ’ 1 ^;'“ 7 ,' r 
C*t, It is my Liege, and all thinges are in readines. 

King. Good Norffolkeyhictheetothy charge/-' 
Vfecarefoll watch,chufe truflic centincll. 

Norjf. /gocmyLord, ! Kllqi.l 1 ■< 
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' of Rich a 

King Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle NorfFolke, 

I warrant you my Lord. 

X»^.Catesby. 

Rat. My lord. 

King Send out a Pursuant at amies 
To Stanleys regime nt,bid him bring his power 
Before fun rifingjlcall his Tonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of eternal night. 

Fill me a bowlc of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the fie Id to morrow, 

Lookcthat my fiaues be found and not too hcatiy RatlifFc. 

R t. My lord. 

King Sawfl thou the melancholie Lo.Northumbcrlandf 
Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfc. 

Much about cockfhut time,from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army cheering vp the foldiors. 

King So I am fatisfied,giue nie a boulcofwine, 

I haue not that alacrity of Ipirit 
Nor checrc ofmind that I was wont to haue: 

Set it down. Is inke and paper ready? 

Rat. It is my lord. 

Kwo Bid my guard watch, leaue me. 

Ratliffe about the mid of night come to my tent 
•And helpe to armc me: leaue me I fay. Exit, Ratliffe 

Enter Darby to Richmond its hit tent. 

Dai by. Fortune and viitoiie fetonthy helmc. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can afford. 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law, 

T el me how fares our lou ing mother? 

D nr. I by attumey blefle thee from thy mother^ 

Who praies continuallic for Richmonds good. 

So much for that the (iicnt hou: e$ ftcale on, 

And ffakiedarkenefle breakes within the caff, 

Inbriefofor fo the fcafon bids vs bet 
Prepare thy batteil e arelie in the mornihg. 

And put thy fortune to the atbitrement, 
j bloudie flrokcs and mortal flaring war, 
as I ma y,rhat which I would,/ cannot, 
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